Dwelt among wine-stained wanderers in deep woods;
And him who sold tillage, and house, and goods,
And  sought  through  lands  and  islands   numberless
years,
Until he found, with laughter and with tears,
A woman of so shining loveliness
That men threshed corn at midnight by a tress,
A little stolen tress. I, too, await
The hour of thy great wind of love and hate.
When shall the stars be blown about the sky,
Like the sparks blown out of a smithy, and die?
Surely thine hour has come, thy great wind blows,
Far-off, most secret, and inviolate Rose?
MAID QUIET
WHERE has Maid Quiet gone to,
Nodding her russet hood?
The winds that awakened the stars
Are blowing through my blood*
O how could I be so calm
When she rose up to depart?
Now words that called up the lightning
Are hurtling through my heart.
THE TRAVAIL OF PASSION
WHEN the flaming lute-thronged angelic door is wide;
When an immortal passion breathes in mortal clay;
Our hearts endure the scourge, the plaited thorns, the
way
Crowded with bitter faces, the wounds in palm and
side,
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